fo                                The Boy I Left Behind Me

" The ^Egean is old. Its islands carry the crumbling
temples of Homer's times. But everywhere its vegetation
has been cut and trimmed and gardened by the hand of
man. Simcoe is far older. Its forest outline is still what
Champlain saw, even then unchanged for uncounted
centuries. Look down through the clear water at the
sunken trees that lie in the bay south-east of Sibbald's
Point. They sank, as others sank before them, a hundred
years ago ; no hand of man has ever moved or touched
them. The unquanied ledges of Georgina Island stood
as they stand now when the Greeks hewed stone from the
Pentelicus to build the Parthenon."

The whole point of our going to Church on the Lake
Shore on summer mornings was that we were allowed, by
a special dispensation from the awful Sunday rules we
were brought up on, to go in for a swim and to stick
around beside the Lake for an hour or so. The spot was
one of great beauty. The earliest settlers had built a
wooden church among the cedar trees and in the very
years of which I speak it was being replaced by the Lake
Shore Church of cut stone that is one of the notable land-
marks of the scenery of the district. It was built by the
members of the Sibbald family, one of the chief families
of the district, whose sons had gone abroad for service in
the British Army and Navy and in India ; and returning
(in our day) as old men enriched in fortune and experience
built the stone church still standing as a memorial to their
mother. A Latin motto (which outclassed me at nine
years old) cut in a memorial stone on the face of the tower
commemorates the fact. The church was built during
two of our summers of church going and swimming.
The masons were not there on Sundays, but we could
follow its progress every Sunday, in the stones new drilled
for blasting, in the fresh-cut completed stones and then
in the rising layers of the walls, the upsweep \ of the
tail roof (one Sunday to the next), the glass, the slates
and then> all of a suddeii as it were, we were singing
in it